to me the important task of the babbath cleaning. Once every week all the furniture was moved, each corner meticulously cleaned and scrubbed, every window-pane polished. The stove was blacked until it gleamed, the copper pots and the brass candle-sticks were polished until they glowed golden red. Mother would come to look. " It is very well," she would say, and I was too proud to reply. At night we all sat tired and happy about the Sabbath table. The candle-sticks held tall white candles. Mother brought - the loaves she had baked that day. Then she sat down beside father at the head of the table. Her eyes would beam upon us, her voice rose with ours to join father's baritone in singing the Sabbath songs, and there would be such a deep peace in our kitchen. The Sabbath evenings were evenings to which one [74]
